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By JACK RICHIE 


He was the best light-heavy in. the business, a 


cinch for the title. And everybody—even his 


manager-——prayed he'd get his head knocked off. 


ILLUSTRATED BY MAL SINGER 


I figured I’d been carrying the bum long enough. 
_ The big paying customers at ringside now had 

Ficriom their money’s worth. 
In the clinch I looked up at the clock. Only a 
few seconds to go, so I’d have to wait until the 
next round. On the break, I threw a stiff left that buckled Burke’s 
knees. The fans groaned and set up a clamor of boos. I strolled 
back to my corner, grinning, as the bell ended the third round. 

Mike Watt, my manager, shoved the stool under me. He shook 
his head. “Why did you have to hit on the break,” he said sadly. 
“You know you don’t need to do that to win.” 

The referee came over to my corner. “I’m taking that round 
away from you. If you try it again it'll cost you that round, too.” 

“Take it easy, boss,” I said with a broad grin. “Just limber up 
that forefinger. You'll need it for counting in the next round.” 

The ref stared at me and then walked away. 

Mike handed me the bottle and I. took a swig. “Take a look 
around,” he said. “They hate your guts.” 

I rinsed my mouth and used the bucket. ‘“‘What’s the difference 
if they love me or hate me. As long as they pay their money. Nice 
house,” I said, glancing around. “Nearly full.” 

The 10-second buzzer sounded. Mike handed me my mouthpiece 
and then he and the seconds got out of the ring. 

Burke came out slow, his arms too low, waiting to throw the 
long right that might end it. I let him have a light left to his nose 
and danced away. He punched a big hole in the air in front of 
me. I laughed at him. 

His face got red as he swarmed in, (Continued on page 74) 
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throwing hard but slow punches. I took 
them all on my shoulders and elbows, but 
they looked good to the customers in the 
gallery. They set up a roar, hoping that 
I was in serious trouble. I let Burke 
have his fun a little longer, and then I 
went down on my heels and whipped over 
a-straight right that went home. He hung 
suspended for a moment, then he dropped 
to the canvas. . 

I ambled over to a neutral corner. 
While the ref counted Burke out, I put 
my-glove in front of my face and yawned. 

When the ref announced the time of 
the knockout—32 seconds of the fourth 
round—the fans rumbled with disappoint- 
ment. There was no applause when [ 
marched down the aisle. ~ 

In the dressing room Mike was silent. as 
he cut the tape off my hands. 

“Be happy, Mike,” I said, smiling. “Be 


-| happy you got Teddie James, the best 


light-heavy in the business, Don’t worry 
about my personality.” 

He: tossed the wrappings in the waste- 
basket. “There’s more to this game than 
fighting,” he said. “There’s even a little 
room for sportsmanship.” 

“For the amateurs, yeah,” I said. “I'm 
in it for the money.” 

The reporters came into the room drag- 
ging their feet. Their lemon expressions 
told me they didn’t care for me either. I 
shrugged my shoulders. It didn’t mean a 
thing to me. : 

Henley, a wise little guy from the Post, 
started the questions. without enthusiasm. 
‘Did Burke ever have you in trouble?”, 

“Naw,” I said. “He’s strictly a club 
fighter, if that good. He ought to get into 


some other racket.” 


“Burke took quite a beating in the sec- 
ond,” Baldwin, from the Graphic, said. 
“You got to admit he has plenty of 
courage.” 

“All right,” I said, laying down on the 
rubbing table. “I admit it. He’s got to 
have something. He can’t fight.” I closed 
my eyes and listened to the quiet. 

Finally Henley said, “I hear you got a 
chance at the title.” , 

I opened, my eyes and looked at Mike. 
He nodded his head. “We sign the papers 
next week, I was going to tell you later 
and tickle your big heart.” 

I closed my eyes again. “I suppose we 
get the short end of the gate.” 

“Does it ever happen any other way for 
the challenger?” he said. 

Joe, the trainer, was rubbing my shoul- 
ders near the neck. I sighed contentedly. 
“Yl take that old man in three rounds.” 
I lay my cheek against the cool table. 
“No. I guegs I’ll make it the sixth. My 
tribute to Jim Farrell, the grand old man 
of boxing.” 

I heard Henley strike-a match for his 


- cigarette. “Farrell’s lost only one bout out 


of 87.” 


é 


Take Him In 6 
Continued from page 25 


.“This’ll make it two out of 88. He 
can’t get around without a cane any 
more.” : a * 

“At 36 he’s still the champ and the best 
man around for my money,’ Baldwin 
said with emphasis. on 

“What comes after the title,” Henley 
asked.dryly. “You maybe thinking of the 
moon?” 

I -stretched and sat. up. “Pll turn 
heavy. Better competition and more 
money.” 

The scribblers shuffled out of the room, 
and I showered and-got:dressed-to go out. 


_“T’m going out for a couple of drinks,” I 


said to Mike. “I think I deserve them.” 
. Drink as much as you like,” Mike said. 


j PUT on my hat at the door. “I thought 
you might want to’ throw a celebration 
for me.” Met 
Mike was working his way into his top 
coat. “Is it in the contract?” 


I adjusted my hat.brim. “You break ~ 


my heart, Mike. You don’t like my com- 
pany, but you like the dough I bring you.” 

Mike’s cheekbones got red. “What you 
need is a good licking. Something. that'll 
take the dollar sign out of your. head.” 

I opened the door and laughed. “Who 
is there in this world to give it to me?” 

The bar across the street was filled with 
the after fight crowd, but I fgund a small 
table in the rear and ordered a Manhat- 
tan. I sipped it and sat there humming 
and trying to estimate the gate for to- 
night’s fight. Nobody cared to join me. . 

At the bar I could see Henley and Bald- 
win having a drink with a tall ash-blonde 
who had a smile beautiful to watch. After 
a while Henley pointed in my direction. 

She regarded me soberly and with a pe- 
culiar expression on her face. Then she 
smiled again and came walking over. “Do 
you mind if I sit down?” she said. “The 
very idea of being in the same room with 
the greatest fighter in the world has me 
dizzy.” : 

I pulled out a chair for her. “My ex- 
treme modesty prevents me from telling 
you just how good I really am.” 

She accepted the drink. I ordered. “Hen- 
ley’s been telling mea few things about 


you, but I thought they couldn’t. possibly - 


be true.” 

I wondered what he had been saying, 
but I, knew it wasn’t good.. “They’re prob- 
ably true,” I said. 

Her eyes were gray-blue. “It doesn’t 
bother you?” 

“Not a bit,” I said 7 

She played with her glass. 
everyone’s a bum?” 

“There’s only one solid thing in ‘this 
world,” I said; “that’s money. I despise 
anything and anyone else.” I ordered an- 
other drink, Vibe 

“T see,” she said. “You were born on 
the wrong side of the tracks.” 


“To you 


I downed the drink. What’s the matter 
with me, I thought, all this gabbing. But 
I went on. “Not just on the wrong side 


of the tracks—under them. I never had 
.a dime until I rolled a drunk when I was 


12, The dough made me a big man in my 


neighborhood for a while. I like being a 
big:man, and money makes me one.” 

Henley came over with a drink in his 
hand. “I thought I saw him paying for 
your drink with his own money, Claire,” 
he said. “I had to come closer to make 
sure,” : : ; 

“Why don’t you go away and write a 
column?” I said. ei 

Henley sat down. “Maybe you can get 

him drunk: and find out what makes him 
tick. If it’s worth it. Has he got to the 
sad story of how his old man beat him 
every day of the week?” 
_ I signaled the waiter for another Man- 
hattan. “He was a religious man,” I said. 
“He beat me twice on Sunday.” I glared 
at Henley. “He’s the only man who ever 
licked me and he’s the last.” 

“Don’t blame me,” Henley said. 

The waiter came over with his tray of 
drinks. He stumbled over samebody’s legs 
and the tray fell on the table, spilling the 
liquor on my suit. It was a $150 suit and 
I saw red. I jumped up and grabbed him 
by the shirt front. “You clumsy oaf,” I 
snarled. I drew back my fist to let him 
have it and the pandemonium began. 

Either the waiter had a lot of friends or 
T had a lot of enemies. They swarmed 
from bar stools and tables to get a crack 
at me. 

A few of ‘them wished they hadn’t got 
the idea, but all together they were too 
much for me. I went down from the 
pressure ‘of*a dozen bodies, and a knee 
under my jaw was. the last ‘thing I re- 
membered. - 

The ‘patrol wagon was almost at the 
station before I woke up. I didn’t feel 
very good, and from. the feel of my face 
I didn’t think I looked too good either. 

The impassive desk sergeant took my 
name. “Teddie James,” he said, looking 
at me. “Well, who do you want to call? 
Your:lawyer or your manager? Or is it 
possible you got some friends?” 

I hesitated. “My lawyer,” I said. 

He was down in half an hour to bail 
me out. : 

Mike came into my room early next 
morning. He tossed .two newspapers on. 
my_ bed. “Now it’s drunken brawls,” he 
said, wearily. “I hear there’s talk of sus- 
pending you for a couple.of months.” 

“Can’t be nothing but talk,” I said, 
picking up the Grephic.. “This has noth- 
ing to do with the ring.” - 


TEE story was on the front page middle. 

“Teddie James-In Barroom Brawl,” 
it said. “Réfuses To Pay Bar Bill, As- 
saults Waiter.” Paragraph three interested 
me. “Swaying slightly, Teddie James, 
promising young light heavyweight, re- 
portedly told police, ‘I refuse to pay good 
money for bad whiskey.’” .‘ 

I folded the paper. “I don’t imagine it 
would be any good to sue them. They 
say ‘reportedly.’ ” 

The Post had it’ more interesting, I 
thought. “Light Heavy Challenger in. Tav- 
ern Riot. Insults Sister of Champ And Is 
Slapped.” 
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I frowned. “Clarice Farrell, sister of . 


Jim Farrell, present light heavyweight 


-| champion, last night struck the first blow 


in her brother’s defense of the title.” 
I stopped reading and threw away the 


paper. “Til bet Henley wrote that,” I 
said. “I think he’s the one who kneed ~ 
me.” 


Mike picked up the papers while I got 
out of bed and went to the mirror. “So 
that was Farrell’s sister,” I said. This 
morning the black eye looked worse. I 
had a split lip and plenty of bumps’ and 
cuts, 

After showering and dressing, I went 
downstairs to the hotel restaurant. Hen- 
ley was there, big as life, eating breakfast 
with Clarice Farrell. I went right over. 

“Did you write that story?” I said 
evenly. ; 

Henley was nervous. “What do you 
care what I write? It’ll make the fight a 
sell-out.” 

“For a little man, you got a big mouth,” 
I said. 

His eyes were looking for help. “You 
lay a finger on me,” he said, “and Til 
sue!” His voice got higher. “It'll cost 
you money.” 

Clarice said, “Please, let’s not go around 
again.” . 

I put my knuckles on the table. “Hen- 
ley, if you bet somebody you're brave 
enough to come to my hotel and eat break- 


-fast here after what happened last night, 
you’re going to earn your money the hard. 


way. I’m counting up to 10, and when I’m 
through, if your face is still.in front of 
me, I’m going to show you how it feels to 
get a knee in the teeth.” 

He sputtered. “This is a public place.” 

I began counting. “One, two, three. .. .” 
When I got to seven he was up and hurry- 
ing away. _ : 

Clarice sipped her coffee. .“I suppose 
you couldn’t resist that.” 

“T didn’t think I should kiss him,” I 
said and sat down. “Td like to apologize 
for last night. I take a drink once every 
six months and even that’s todé much.” 

“Perhaps if you drank oftener, it would 
make you human.” 

The waitress brought over the menu. 
“I’m as human as anyone. Sometimes 
more so.” I glanced at her. “You didn’t 


‘| come in to rile me, did you?” 


“No,” she said. “I wanted to apologize 
for Henley and what he wrote. And to 
tell you that I explained everything to 
my brother.” 

I grinned. “Afraid he might want to 
beat me up?” __ 

She didn’t smile. “He could, you know. 
He’s the best.” 

The next’ week I loafed around during 
the days, recovering from the beating I 
tock in the bar. The evenings I spent 
taking Clarice to the best night clubs and 
theaters. 

“When the time came to sign the con- 
tract for the championship fight, I showed 
up at the Commissioner’s office. 

_Jim Farrell and I sparred off for the 
benefit of the news photographers. He had 
light blue eyes and a good-natured grin. 
“T hear you intend to hit this old man.” 

I looked coldly at him. “Too bad we 
couldn’t have met when you were at your 


best. But now you'll have a good excuse . 


when they carry you away.” 


’ 


His smile got thin. “You may be good,” 
he said. “But you’rée not that good.” 
I tured my back on his offer to shak 

hands. : 

Five weeks before the fight I went into 
serious training. I took the boredom of 
the training camp for three weeks and 
then I phoned Clarice and asked if she 
wouldn’t come up. ; 

z She drove her car into the lot the next 
ay. - 

“Smell that air,” I said,.as we walked 
around the lake. “It’s healthy, it’s invig- 
orating, and it’s dull.” 

She was rather silent and preoccupied. 
At last she said, “I wish you two weren’t 
fighting.” 

“Divided loyalties? I like that.” I 
tossed a pebble into the lake. “Who’s 
corner are you going to be in?” 

She was thoughtful. “My brother’s, I 
think.” She watched the boats on the wa- 
ter. “Actually, I’ve never seen my brother 
in the ring and I don’t want to.” - 

“T could go easy with him,” I said. 

She stopped and looked at me. 

“All right,” I said. “VU pretend I 
didn’t say that.” ; 

We walked out on a dock. “Are you 
going to stay in the ring until it’s too ~ 
late?” she asked. 

“Not me,” I said. “When I start get- 
ting more than I give, I'll hang up the 
gloves. I should have a million by then.” 

“No,” she said seriously. “A million 
won't be enough. You'll want two mil- 
lion by then.” 

In the evening she went. back to the 
city. 


THe last week of training I started get-: 
ting jittery. It wasn’t because of the 
fight, but I couldn’t.put.my finger on 
what was bothering me. 

I went to the little village movie late 
one afternoon after the day’s work. I 
went alone because everybody seemed to 
have something else to do. After the first 
part of the double feature I got restless 
and left the theater. Outside I stopped 
at the newsstand to buy a paper from the 
kid operating it. He was about 15 years 
old and leaned on crutches. He took my 
nickel and handed me the paper. Then he 
looked closer. % 

“Are you the Teddie James who’s train- 
ing outside of town?” he asked. 

“Sure,” I said, smiling and expecting to 
sign an autograph. 

His face was expressionless. He handed 
back the nickel. “Take the paper,” he 
said, “I hope Farrell flattens you.” 

I put the paper back on thé stand and 
walked away. . , 

When I got back to camp it was after 
midnight. I stumbled up the steps of the 
lodge to find Mike waiting for me. 

“T see you’ve been drinking.” He said” 
it-as though it didn’t make much differ- 
ence. 

“Sure,” I said. “I been drinking and 
drinking and I brought more with me.” I 
sat heavily on a chair and held the bottle 
on my lap. “You want a drink or don’t 
you drink with me?” ; 

He sat. down in an easy chair and 
lighted a cigar. Except for the two of us 
the place was empty and silent; every- 
one had gone to bed. . 

I tilted the bottle for a couple of swal-' 


lows. “Why don’t you take the bottle 
away from me?” I said thickly: “Liquor’s 
bad for a fighter.” 

He stared at his cigar smoke. 

“Where’s Joe?” I said loudly. “I need 
a rubdown. Hey, Joe! Where are you?” 
I yelled. 

“Joe’s working,” Mike said. 

“Working!” I demanded. “Working at 

. midnight! .Get me Joe!” 

“When he’s through here he puts in 
ah hours at the cannery in town,” Mike 
said. 

I. swigged from the bottle. “Money 
hungry,” I said. ‘“Isn’t. 75 a week enough 
for him?” 

Mike took the cigar out of his mouth. 
“He needs twice that. He’s got .a kid in 
the hospital and his wife needs a lot, of 
doctors.” ; 

I blinked at him. “Want a drink?” I 
asked. 

Mike shook his head negatively. 

“The hell with you,” I said, putting the 
bottle to my mouth. I made my way to 
a davenport and lay down, “Money hun- 
gry,” I mumbled as I closed my eyes. 

The next day was wasted, but we got 
in three more days of training before we 
packed up and left for town. | 

At the. weigh-in I tipped the scales 
at 181 even, and Farrell was a shade 
over 184 : 

Henley had ‘his nose in the proceed- 
ings. “I heard you had a wild party at 

‘your. training camp,” he said, leering. 

I buttoned my shirt collar. “Complete 
with dancing girls,” I said. | 

“The odds are 3 to 2 in your favor,” he 
said, sneering. “Do you think the booze 
will slow you up?” 

“No, I don’t think the booze will slow 

_ me up,” I said, mimicking his prissy voice. 

He colored. ““‘As far as I’m concerned 


you're just another stumblebum,” he_ 


snapped. . 

I let fim have the. back of my hand 
across his face and he sat down hard. 
“Sue me,” I said, and walked out. 

The coliseum was a sell-out to the raf- 
ters. Mike told me that when he came 
into the dressing room before the main 

go. Lying on the table, having Joe work 

on my muscles to loosen them, I could 
hear the 30,000 -fans roaring at a prelim 
knockdown. . 

“Joe,” I said. “You're getting 75 a 
week, aren’t you?” — 

“Yeah,” he said, kneading the flesh up 
around my neck. : 

“Tt’s 150 now,” I said. 

His hands stopped. “What for?” he 
asked suspiciously. 

“Because I like your, beautiful face,” I 
snarled. I opened my eyes. Mike had the 
cigar out of his mouth, eyes watching me. 

“Joe’s my friend now,” I said. 

- “T don’t need the money,” Joe said. 

I closed my eyes. “Take the damn 
money,” I said wearily. “You don’t have 
to like me.” s 

After the prelims I took the walk down 
the aisle to the ring. I had to wade 
through a solid river of boos to get there. 
But that was nothing to what I got when 
the ref announced my name, weight and 
‘home base. 


Farrell and I came to the center of the. 


ring for the instructions we knew by heart. 
‘ We shook hands. 


What Strange Powers 


Did The Ancients Possess? 


pees important discovery relating 
to mind power, sound thinking and 
cause and effect, as applied to self- 


‘advancement, was known centuries ago, 


before the masses could read and write. 


Much has been written about the wise 
men of old. A popular fallacy has it that 
their secrets of personal power and suc- 
cessful living were lost to the world. 
Knowledge of nature’s laws, accumu- 
lated through the ages, is never lost. At 
times the great truths possessed by the 
sages were hidden from unscrupulous 
men in high places, but never destroyed. 


Why Were Their Secrets 
Closely Guarded? 


Only recently, as time is measured; not 
more-than twenty generations ago, less 
than 1/100th of 1% of the earth’s people 
were thought capable of receiving basic 
knowledge about the laws of life, for it 
is an elementary truism that knowledge 
is power and that power cannot be en- 
trusted to the ignorant and the un- 
worthy. : 


Wisdom is not readily attainable by the 
general public; nor recognized when 
right within reach. The average person 
absorbs a multitude of details anout 
things, but goes through life without 
ever knowing where and how to acquire 
mastery of the fundamentals of the inner 
mind—that mysterious silent something 
which “whispers” to you from within. 


Fundamental Laws of Nature 


Your habits, accomplishments and weak- 
nesses are the effects of causes. Your 
thoughts and actions are governed b« 
fundamental laws. Example: The law 
of compensation is as fundamental . 


as the laws of breathing, eating and 
sleeping. All fixed laws of nature are 
as fascinating to study as they are 
vital to understand for success in life. 


You can learn to find and follow every 
basic law of life. You can begin at any 
time to discover a whole new world of 
interesting truths. You can start at once 
to awaken your inner powers of self- 
understanding and_ self-advancement. 
You can learn from one of the world’s 


oldest institutions, first known in Amer- 


ica in 1694. Enjoying the high regard 
of hundreds of leaders, thinkers arid 
teachers, the organization is known as 
the Rosicrucian Order. Its complete 
name is the “Ancient and Mystical 
Order Rosae Crucis,” abbreviated by the 
initials “AMORC.” The teachings of the 
Order are not sold, for it is not a com- 
mercial organization, nor is it a religious 
sect. It is a non-profit fraternity, a 
brotherhood in the true sense. 


Not For General Distribution 


Sincere men and women, in search of 
the truth—those who wish to fit in with 
the ways of the world—are invited to 
write for a complimentary copy of the 
booklet, “The Mastery of Life.” It tells 
how to contact the librarian of the 
archives of AMORC for this rare knowl- 
edge. This booklet is not intended for 
general distribution; nor is it sent with- 
out request. It is therefore suggested 
that you write for your copy to the 
Seribe whose address is given in the 
coupon. The initial step is for you to take. 


Scribe H.B.H. 
The Rosicrucian Order (AMORC) 
San Jose, California. 


Please send copy of sealed book- 


‘ ict, “The Mastery of Life,’’ which I 
shall read as directed. 


Names seisise senete se, 


Address. 
City........ 
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Readers Digest, 


Reports Good News 
for all sufferers from 


PIMPLES 


ACNE, TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, SURFACE 
SKIN BLEMISHES and IRRITATIONS! 


Actual clinical tests conducted by leading doctors 
have proven. that an amazing, new-t medica- 
— hel helps clear up acne blem: amishes w wh e ie, covers 
embarrassing pimples! In the’ man: 
cases tested by the doctors there were a Tainture 
of men, women and children, White and Negro. 
Some with recent pimple eruptions and others 
with acne troubles of many years. The results were: 


1 100% SATISFACTORY 
IN CLINICAL TESTS 
*45% were COMPLETELY CLEARED! 
38% were DECIDEDLY IMPROVED! 


17% were IMPROVED! : 

THE SAME TYPE OF MEDICATION 

NOW USED IN THESE CLINICAL TESTS 
wom 1S AVAILABLE TO you! 


With the medicated formula you get the Alton 
Special Skin Cleanser. This Skin Cleanser removes 
the dirt and excessive oil from your face . 

very important step toward skin loveliness. “Fol 
low the directions for both the Medicated Formula 
and the Skin Cleanser wn ret the very best results. 
If you wonder whether Alton can really do for you 
what it has done for thousands of others, we wel- 
come the chance to show you, at no risk to you. 
In just 10 days, if you are not delighted in avery 

way return the unused portion for eal refund of 
your money. Send no money! Just your name and 
address. Pay alle $1 He plus postage. Or send 
$2. and we pay a, 
ane Order Rowe ans e to 


ALTON PROD. CO., INC. 
Dept. CMG.8, 2 Allen St. N. Y., N.Y. 


MEN OVER 40 


Por more than ®, years (singe 1932) hundreds of - 
men suffering f 


GLANDULAR INFLAMMATION 


have found welcome relief at the nationally known 
MILFORD SANITARIUM, MILFORD, KANSAS 

Bymptoms puch as getting up nights, pains in 

back, legs, Uredness, nervousness may be a 

aengee a signal for ¥ 

Learn about mild, Dee eantiainy treatments, time- 

tested PROVEN methods. Happy satisfied Bptients 

in every state in the U.S.A. sng ia n Can: 

Send for FREE illustrated FA B Booklet and 

Health Questionnaire TODAY. No obligation. 


SEND COUPON !. 


! THE MILFORD SANITARIUM H 
i MILFORD, KANSAS r 
i] 
' 


4. Please send me a copy of your Pree FACTS 
I booklet and GiesHonnaice: 


oe eesees 


f Chty..cecncersvecevens: Zone.....5 


17 JEWEL IMPORTED. 
SWISS WATCH 


High quality, precision built. Uiti- 
;. mate in craftemanship. Anti-mag- 
netic, shock-proof, sweep second 
Hane: oie Best ee inten eee free 


REGULAR 
RETAIL PRICE 


$3995 


‘Act NOW and start making 
s P EC IAL vith send you your brand new demon- 
strator watch (not for re- 
OFFER gale) for only 


SPECIALTY IMPORTS 
365 South Fairfax, Los Angeles. 36, Califomia 


send you only $14.95 with each order, 

| enclose $10.95 C1! enclose $2.00 deposit and will 
for my demonstrator pay postman $8.95 plus postage. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
city 


STATE 


Same money-back | 


Rush my demonstration wotch today. | will take orders and — 


’ “YT wish you luck,” I said, grinning. 
“But not too much of it.” 

A grin split his face. “The sixth round 
you said, didn’t you?” 

We came out cautiously at the bell, 
spending the first two minutes testing each 
other for obvious faults. 

He slipped a singing hook over my right 
guard. I. covered my retreat with a 
pumping left. He came after me and 
slammed a right to my cheek. It stag- 
gered me because I was off balance. The 
crowd came. to its feet for what they 


| hoped was the beginning of the end. But 


Farrell knew better. He played it careful, 
neatly slipping the right I had waiting for 
him. We exchanged long lefts, and at.the 
bell he was concentrating on my body. 

In the corner, Joe wiped my face, “I 
didn’t notice anything wrong with his 
style,” he said. “Tf I see anything, I'll let 
you know.” 

At the bell Farrell came out in a crouch 
and I had trouble reaching him. He got 
in a tight. hand to my stomach that made 
me step back for a breath of air. Seeing 
his advantage, he came out of his shell, 
boring in. I took his punches on my el: 
bows and clinched as soon as I could. 


WE were separated. Farrell was a crowd- 
ing fighter and he swarmed all over 


‘me. Suddenly ‘he slipped and his arms 


dropped to his sides as he tried-to keep 
from falling. 

I was close enough to take advantage 
of that and had my arm cocked. Instead 
I stepped back until he regained his bal- 
ance. The crowd rumbled in a perplexed 


fashion. 


We traded body punches and fell into 
a clinch. Farrell had his head buried on 
my shoulder. “Is this the dirty fighter 
they’ve been telling me about?” he 
mumbled. — 

I pushed him away. “I’m getting chick- 
en-hearted. I hate to hit an old man when 
he’s not ready.” 

_The round was pretty even, I figured, 


‘when the bell sounded. But the officials 


would probably give it to him, and the 


‘first, too. 


Mike had his ‘mouth close. to my ear. 
“Vou feeling all right?” he said. “I 
thought you'd never pass up a chance like 
that to nail him.” 

In the third I began to get to him. I 
noticed that a nerve on his cheek twitched 


‘whenever he was getting ready to throw 


his left. 

I brought over a right hook that caught 
him as he was about to throw it. He 
winced and gave ground. I followed care- 


fully, but , ready. The nerve twitched 


again, and I uncorked another right. I 
caught him flush and he dropped to one 
knee. 

In a neutral corner I waited while the 
referee counted. Farrell was up at four, 
but he took the compulsory count of 
eight. 

Farrell came on, apparently unhurt. 
But he covered up well, and when he had 
the opportunity, he hugged me in a clinch. 
We separated at the referee’s direction. 

My jab was short, and he stepped in 
with a looping left ‘that had plenty of 


-steam behind it. I felt a trickle of blood 


from my lips as I backed off. He went 
down to the body, digging in good punches 


until I tied- him up.. Just before the bell 
I rocked him with a right cross. 

When I sat down, Joe began treating . 
the cut lip. “A muscle on the side of his- 
cheek twitches whenever he’s going to 
throw a hook.” 

“Tall ready got it,” I said. 
thanks;”’ ” : 

The first minute of the fourth round I 
kept bothering him with left jabs. They 
added up and his right eye was begin- 
ning to close. He tried keeping his right 


“But 


- high, but a little body punching brought it 


down. I put a lot of. shoulder into a left 
hook. His eyes clouded and he went down .. 
on his side. 

He shook his head, trying to clear the 
cobwebs, and managed td be up at‘ the 
count of eight. The ringside fans began 
shouting the advice that he should stay 
in close. : 

I landed three booming lefts.and he 
staggered. I set him up for the finishing 
right. It was too high, but he went down 
on his back. 

I don’t see how he made it, but he 
beat the count of nine. For a minute the 
referee looked like he was going to stop 
the slaughter, but then evidently he de- 
cided that a champion shouldn’t lose on 
his feet. 

Farrell lurched flat-footed around the 
ring. I came in, put everything I had into 
a straight right. Farrell. had his head 
down and my punch caught him high on 
the head. 

A lightning flash of pain darted through 
my hand and up my arm. I backed away 
trying to see through the pinwheels of 
light flickering before my eyes. 

At the bell, Farrell’s seconds rushed ‘out 
and brought their man to his corner. 

Mike was waiting for me in my corner. 
“What’s the matter with your hand?” 

“Nothing,” I. said. “He’s just got a 
hard head.” 

He took my right arm and began ma- 
nipulating it. I could feel the blood drain- 
ing from. my face. 

“Let that damn hand alone,” I said. 

“Hell,” he said. “The fans in the dollar 
seats know you broke something.” 

He tried to linger after the 10-second 
buzzer, but I told him to, get the hell out. 

Farrell came ‘out Jooking much better 
than he had a right to be. His punches 
still had sting in them. The muscle in 
his face twitched and he swung his left. 
I caught it on my right forearm, and for — 
a second I thought I’d drop as the pain 
danced up to my shoulder. 

I tried to keep away from him, but he 
kept bulling in and unlimbering those 
lefts. There wasn’t much I could do to 
stop them. I took a half-dozen punches 
without making a return. My face was 


‘becoming numb and blood was flowing 


from a cut near my eye. 

He came in close and staggered me with 
a jarring right. 

I dropped to one knee and the referee 
began counting. By the count of eight the 
buzzing in my head had stopped and I 
was on my feet. 

Getting desperate, I tried long looping 
lefts, hoping I might catch him. But he 
ducked under them and worked on my 
midsection. When I tried to clinch, be put 
his weight behind a short right uppercut. 

I went down heavily on my right arm. 


Every cell in my body throbbed with 
, white-hot pain. I fought my way to my 

feet before the ref got to 10. 'My eyes 
’ were swollen and I could barely make 
Farrell out. He cracked over ‘another 
hook that sent me sprawling. I was on 
my knees at the count of seven and beat 
the count. 

The bell endtd the round and my sec- 
onds dragged me to my corner. 

“Yl throw in the. towel,” Joe said. 


My lips were numb. “You're back to 


75 if you do.” ; 

The commission doctor came over to 
my corner and examined me. ~ ; 

“Ask me anything,” I said. “I can 
even tell you who was vice-president 
in 1832.” 

He. smiled slightly beneath his: frown. 
“You'd better call it quits,” he said.’ 

“No,” I said, looking at him as steady 
as I could. “I don’t finish any of my 
fights sitting in a corner.” 

The buzzer sounded. The doctor stared 
down at my useless right arm. “All 
right,” he said. “Your eyes are clear, but 
I think you’re crazy.” : 

I came out for the sixth feeling giddy 
with pain and tiredness. As Farrell came 
close I put my body behind a wild left. 

He evaded it easily and then there was 
a bright fiash and darkness as his ‘coun- 
ter winged home to my chin. 

I woke up in my corner with the boys 
working on me. The ring was crowded 
_ with cops and reporters. The doctor was 
back, looking worried. 

“Pm bright and brainy as ever,” I 
mumbled. 

“It’s not your head I’m worried about,” 
he said. “Let’s get you back to that 
dressing room and take off that glove,” 

‘The walk back to the dressing room 
started quiet enough. But when I was a 
few feet down the aisle, the fans began 
to stand up and applaud. The roar got 
louder and louder as I neared the dressing 
room. And when Mike finally shut the 
door behind me, it was on one long, rovk- 
ing torrent of noise. 

On’ the table I closed my eyes while 
they took off the tape. 

“Did you hear what Farrell told the 
newsboys and radio audience?” Mike said. 
“T wasn’t around,” I muttered. ; 

“Farrell’s retiring with this: bout. He 
says you're a cinch to be the next champ.” 

I sighed. 

“He admires your guts, what with that 
busted wing and ail.” 

“That makes two of us,” I said; feeling 
sleepy. : 

The doc stuck a needle in my arm and 


I winced. “We'll have to take him to the } 


hospital to get this fixed,” he said. 
“Doc,” Mike said eagerly. “After the 
arm is put together, do you think he’ll be 
able to leave right away? We got a cele- 
bration planned for the coming champ.” 


HE doctor was dubious. “I think you'd 

better call. it off.” 

“We can’t,” Joe said. “We just thought 
of it now.” 

“Yl be there,” I said. “After I get an 
hour’s sleep.” 

“Maybe we could get Farrell to. show 
up for a while,” Joe said. 

“Tell him to bring his sister,” I whis- 
pered, just before I ‘fell asleep. e 


Special Offer to [ MAGAZINE READERS 


Examine... the first book ever written especially jor the 
FREE! salesman who wants to be in business for himself! 


HOW TO BECOME A SUCCESSFUL 
MANUFACTURERS’ REPRESENTATIVE 


OW . .. for the salésman who wants to start and operate a 
business of his own in the lucrative sales agency field... 
here’s the first book ever devoted exclusively to showing am- 
bitious salesmen how they can earn $10,000, $15,000, $25,000, or 
more a year through representative selling. 

It shows you how you can start your own business right now... 
with no other investment but your own sales experience! It 
shows you, right down to the minutest de » eve’ ig you 


need to know to make a success out of being a manufacturers’ 
representative. 


For example, you'll find such necessary and valuable data as: 


@ How to set up the physical struc- @ 9 things to look for before ac- 
ture of your business. cepting an account. 

@ 10 Agencies that will help you e3 types of contracts that protect 

et started. eu and your clients. 

@ How to get non-competitive fines @ Advantages and disadvantages of 
with profit potential. " various lines. 

@ 7 ways to uncover manufacturers @ How to build loyal customer fot- 
who need representation. lg for volume sales, | 

@ Expert tips on eliminating costly @ How to set up territories that 
mistakes at the outset. * give more ‘“‘sales mileage." - - 

If you want to start in business, this book can be your “right arm,”’ help you take 


advantage of every profit Opportunity that arises, show you what dangers and 
pitfalls to avoid. 


10-DAY FREE TRIAL! 


Just look at the 
Scores of Money- 
Making Ideas You Get 


o 4 quick ways to pet yourself 

known In the field. 

‘4 “bargaining position” 

tips that win more accounts. 

Fool-proof ways to test mar- 

ketable fines. 

How to give afl your princi- 

pals ample representation. 

How to switch a buyer's In- 

terest from line to line. 
sure-fire eompensation 

plans. 

Tested ways te establish 

compensation plans. 

if plements of a protective 


geen MAIL COUPON TODAY**-8=e0=== 
- PRENTICE-HALL, ING., Dept. M-QM-754 


x Englewood Cliffs. New Jersey 


8 
, i 
a Please send the a9 FREE EXAMINATION copy of ‘“‘How to Become a Success- ; 
q ful Manufacturers’ Representative."* Within 10 days I will either send you $4.95 i 
H 
i 


contract, 

How to eliminate excessive 
distribution costs, — 

How to step up sales volume 
without expanding. 

How to use direct-mail ad- 
vertising to build your busi- 
es: ; 


hess. 
15 sales techniques slanted 
toward the manufacturers’ 
representative. 
» Th areas for rep- 
elling. 


° 


) plus postagé, or return thé book and owe nothing. 
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ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS 


Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and 
other’ NOVELTIES, Each beoklet size 4', x 2% and is 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED, We will send 24 assorted 
booklets prepaid upon receipt of $1.00 or 6@ assorted 
| booklets sent prepaid vpon receipt of $2.66. Wholesale 
novelty price tist sent with order only. No orders sent 
{ €,0.D. SEND CASH OR MONEY-ORDER, 


REPSAC SALES CO. — 
| } Orchard St., Dept. 8J New York 2, N. Y.: 


JOBS ON SHIPS & YACHTS 


®° MEN (16 to 50) Go to Sea. @ 
e Travel foreign countries. 
f BExperience unnecessary. 
Civilian occupation, Excel- @ 
lent pay. Ship and yachting @ 
jobs adventurous-exciting. ¢ 
Write ‘for FREE information., 
© DAVENPORT SEAMEN’S SERVICE, Dept. 56-8 ae 
*° BOX 1354, G. P. O. NEW YORK 1, N. Y. 


HIT PARADE RECORDS! 
18 SONGS sity $9.98 Ci 18 RPM 


O 45 RPM 


NOW! 6 COMPLETE HITS ON 1 BREAK-RESISTANT STANDARD SPEED 78 or 45 R.P.M. 
RECORD. Amazing new recording process puts grooves closer together. You get 10,000 inches 
of grooves on 1 side : . 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


New ‘Pocket Size” invention, 
enables YOU to cause trance, 
to self or others. Complete 
with instructions and 
Hypnotic secrets. 


Send only $2.00 to... 


40 ACRE GOVERNMENT 
OIL LEASES—$100 


You do no drilling, pay no taxes, may real- 
ize a king-size profit without ever leaving 
home. Free map and booklet. Write to 

AMERICAN OIL SCOUTS, Dept. M-S 
7321 Beverly Bivd. Los Angeles 6, Calif, 
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’ MAKE WONDERFUL GIFTS. | SONG PARADE CO., Dept. 114 | 
SUPPLY LIMITED—-ORDER NOW! a8 Market St. Newark, N. J. I 
18 Popular Songs By Dean Martin i 
and others for only $2.98 j Please send me...... pkgs. of 18 Hit Parade | 
2. Here” © Girt it: 1 Gould Have Told | Songs. 1 enct. $.................. ; | 
3. Man with the Banjo You : 
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